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Should any one recognize a particular passage in 
the following Poem^ let him^not betray tlie confidence 
reposed, in him^ when it was first offered to his 
notice. 



TEARS OF GRANT A. 



P 



_L HO' Prudence points the danger of delay, 

And Peace and Virtue beckon me away; 

Yet will I rove, O Cam, once more to view 

Thy classic streams, and breathe a sad adieu ! 

For who unmov'd, could quit the scenes so long 

To Wisdom sacred, and the pow'rs of song? 

Here rov'd the Bard, whose muse, with fiery flight, 

Scar'd the dark realms of Chaos, and of Night; 

Heard the triumphant shout, when daemons fell. 

And wander'd fearless thro' the depths of Hell. 

Here rov'd the Sage, whom star-crown'd Science bore, 

In other worlds to wonder and adore; 

Whence his bold eye cmbrac'd all nature's plan. 

And view'd the light, so long proscrib'd to man. 
B 
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Here many a patriot and heroic youth 
Explored the paths of science, and of truth; 
Stor d >vith the gifts of each* his manly mind» 
And issued forth an honor to mankind. 
But now, O Cam, far diiF*rent cares engage 
The nobler glories of thy riper age. 
Amid thy sedgy streams, thy willowy shade. 
Where once the Statesman and the Poet stray *d,. 
Now roves a thoughtless and degenerate throng. 
Pert, empty, vain, and voluble of tongue. 
View, Briton, not yet blushing at thy name. 
These future Pillars of thy Country's Fame; 
These, who should lead her gallant Sons to War» 
And grace the Court, the Pulpit, and the Bar. 
First mark yon thing, whose vacancy of £ice 
Is well supply*d by folly and grimace : 
Sure Nature meant the creature as a show. 
And spoird a Monkey, to compose a Beau. 
He scorns the vulgar task, on books to pore. 
Votes Sense a quiz^ and Virtue a demwLd borei 
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Enough for liim to ogle, sing, and dance. 
The shame of Britain, and the ape of France. 
Mark the fair Idiot's dress, his lily hand, 
His taper form, too delicate to stand ; 
Mark his sweet voice, his soft, affected air. 
His essenc'd garments, and his essenc'd hair; 
See him assume the girl, unaw'd by shame. 
Till nought remains of manhood, but the name: 
Then go, a Father's pray'r to Hcav'n dismiss. 
To make thy offspring any thing but this. 

With him a wretch behold, whose fawning skill 
Can mould his Idiot Patron to his will ; 
Whose tongue, so prone to flatter and deceive. 
Would tempt the Serpent, tempter erst of Eve. 
Yet strange! tho' known a liar and a knave. 
He charms alike the giddy and the grave; 
Still drunk with vanity, or blind with youth. 
Each thinks, to one at least, he whispers truth. 
Hence, while the honest starve, the ilatt'rer thrives, 
Toys with his Mistress, banquets, games, and drives. 
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Yet poor, despised, for ever may I roam. 
Without a friend, a comfort, or a home; 



Flash, O ye lightnings, fierce, ye thunders roll. 
And dash destruction on my grovelling soul, 
I submit to yon mean miscreant's fate, 
A base dependant on the baser great. 
Compcird his sense, his reason to bcly. 
To laugh in sorrow, and in joy to sigh. 
To bear the taunts and insults of a train. 
Whom, changed to asses, asses would disdain; 
Now by his patron kicked, and now caressed, 
J*)uch manly feeling banished from his breast; 
Ken in the midnt of luxury, he mourns. 
The butt, the mockVy, of a fool he scorns. 
Oh, i^iivy not the wretch! altho* unknown, 
And f'/lttd ignobly in a Sizar's gown; 
Tho' iliou muNt neV'r the gorgeous Tandem guide, 
A imUtUHti llarloi laughing by thy side; 
'l*llo' IMl'ilrv) Dick My frugal board disdains, 
N(ir hMlN tbttff frieud, uor honors with his reins; 



9" 



Retort the scorn yon reptile casts on thee. 
Thou still art Man, still, still thy soul is free. 

But lo! receding; crowds confess their fears, 
As Dares' blust'ring; countenance appears. 
Proud swells the Champion, for to him their art 
The mighty Masters of the Fist impart; 
And lead, viilh wine courageous, to the street. 
To prove his prowess ou the wretch they meet. 
Hence prone to quarrel, should you touch his gown. 
He damns your insolence, and knocks you down. .'J 
But hark, a challenge! mark this Hero now. 
His arm liow feeble, and his pride how low! 
O let thy anger to his terrors yield, 1 i 

Nor drag yon recreant carcase to the field; V 

For this each base submission will be light, / 

He'll kneel, be kick'd, do any thing but fight. ...K 

Wretch!, (o esteem thy glory, a pursuit l' 

That sinks the man, and levels with the brute. 

To Grooms and Coachmen, others owe their fame. 
Their dress, their manners, and their slang the same; 
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Assuming such a questionable s^ape, 
*Tis hard to tell the menial from hi» ape* 
Yet term them not a despicable race. 
To man a scorn, to Britain a di^race: 
O let compassion angry frowns repress* 
The faults of nature how can they redress? ' 
She gave them heads indeed, but brains deny'dt 
Else would the meed of menials be their pride? 
they with Newton, other worlds explore^ 
Or at the fountain sip of classic lore; 



Charms in the Poet's numbers could they find« 

Or trace with Locke, the labyrinths of mind; 

Had they but wit sufficient to. compose 

The ballad, twanging thro* the beggar's nose; 

Would they descend, without a bhisfa,. to robv 

And share the dirty trophies of the mob? 

Then why with nature should they strive in yain^? 

Asses they are, and asses shall remain^ 

Nor deem it strange^ that wretches sink so low, 

Who>«DthiDg, worthy of man's knowledge, know. 
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The wiser fair behold with pitying eyes. 

The poHsh'd dread them, and the learn'd despise. 

Hence of a noble house, the foolish heir. 

Forsakes their converse, in a base despair; 

And hails as friends, the lowest of bis race, 

Resolv'd to ^ine, tho' shining in disgrace. 

To these he tells of Milo's ass's ears, 

Of mad Pheaton, and his sister's tears; 

Of the Egyptian Lab'rinth's melted wing. 

And trudging Hector, the great Grecian King: , 

And all the bawling pedant's angry pains, 

Strove from his breech, to hammer to his brains. 

Hence praise is purchas'd at an easy rate. 

The groom astonish'd, and the blockhead great. 

— Go, if such praise as thit delights thine ear, 
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Forever seek it, and forever hear; 



> 'Van-ttti'-H 



The gen'ral hiss contemn, detested slare, if 

And greatly walk, a Coachman to the grave. ,■ 
By arts like these, our noble Fathers rose, |||n(|>n 
Their country's shield, the terror of her foes; 
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Nor doubt but Fame, . of thy high deeds to tell, 
Shall bid her Romans, and her Greeks, farewel. 

But some, perhaps, th* inglorious palm disclaim. 
And blush indignant, at the blockhead*s name. 
Yet, yet confess, that entering this school. 
The more hts sense, the greater is the fool ; 
To boast an art; in which, whatever his skill, 
The low Plebeian is his Master still. 
Oh! turn to nobler views, nor seek for tkme, 
Where highest honor is but highest shame. 

Others again— but had I fifty tongues, 
A throat of brass, and adamantine lungs. 
Still were the task for mortal too severe. 
To name the follies that are acted here. • 

But what are Varments? Blot the name, my pen! 

Wind-eggs of folly, any thing but .men. 
Most in their idiot course, have sober fits. 
But folly's garb, the Varment never quits. 
Behold him now, a Coachman drunk and. loud, 
A Boxer now, and rushing on the crowd; 
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Now at Newmarket, squand'ring mines away, 

At once the Blackleg's mock'ry, and his prey ; 

Now drinking, hunting, leaping turnpike gates. 

Racing on stilts, or gracing Harlots' fetes. 

Pois'ning delight, and wounding beauty's ear 

With jests obscene, and infamous to hear; 

Now view the monster, swagg'ring at the baH, 

The curse, the torment, and the scorn of all. 

Now as a Tar disguis'd, the fool appears. 

And o'er the flood, his crazy vessel steers; 

But where the virtues of the' naval band? 

The honest friendship, and the geu'rous hand; 

That fund of honor, and that rush of soul; 

Which, in their Country's cause, could shake tlie Pole.' 

This wretch, a Tar no further than his skin. 

Is a true Child of Varmency within ; 

All that refines, exalts mankind, neglects, 

No virtue honors, and no age respects; ' 

To him for aid, no injur'd Orphan cries. 

To Heav'n for him, no Widow's pray'rs arise; 
D 
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To him, no virtuous love, no virtuous friend, 

A swinish being', and an ass's end. 

" Unhappy youth! for this is reason thine, 

" Hath nature stamp'd for tliis, thy form di\inetru\9 

" O turn thee, turn, with shame thy follies scan, | 

" Forsake the brute, and vindicate the man." 

In vain thy pray'r! with vacant stare he heai's. 

And runs to quiz thee, with his vile compeers. '^ 

Thou, whom the manly pity and detest, 

The gaze of children, and the public jest; 

Thou, whom at once soft beauty scorns and fears, ', 

Thou perfect ass, in ev'ry thing' but ears; 

Bravely to all that's vile assert thy rig'ht, 

Till Britons rise, and hiss thee from their sight; 

And when thy life, thy shameful life is past. 

Deep in some dunghil, be of use at last. 

But some, perhaps, may deem the muse unkind. 
To lash mere foibles of the youthful mind. 
Ah! tho' their follies would e'en fools degrade. 
These bad the maid with silent scorn survey 'd;j | q'c 
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No pride, no envious hate, her bosom fires, 
No private pique, her honest rage inspires; 
Vice, vice unaw'd, and tow'ring to the skies, 
Provokes the friends of virtue to arise. 
Say, can they view unmov'd, the village maid, 
Lur'd from the shelter of her native shade, 
Taught the dark paths of in&my to tread. 
And hurl down mis'ry on a parent's head? 
I-o, the poor victim of dajmoniac art! 
Smiles on her face, and tortures in her heart. 
Collects her wiles, the thoughtless to trepan. 
And wreaks her vengeance on the traitor man ! 
Hence the wan cheek, the impotent embrace. 
And the long sorrows of a rotten race ; 
Hence, lost the honors of its vernal bloom. 
The rose of manhood withers in the tomb. 

And mark the wretch, wiiose impious arts beguil'd. 
And of her little all, robbd Nature's Child! 
Is he not shunn'd, the outcast of his race? 
No; the bold herald of his own disgrace, 
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He dares in halts, to virtue sacred, stand, / . 

And conscious take bira by the hand. . 

-— O lost to virtue! base, degenerate times! 
How long shaU vengeance slumber o*er our crimes ! 
The }t^<^ robber, generous and brave. 
Descends from Tyburn, to a shamefiil grave ; 
While fiends like tbis» through fear a shelter-find. 
And live to ^humble, and to curse mankind. 
Yet not too muoh on cowardice rely. 
The law*8 defects thy conscience shall supply; 
Tho* factious crowds <thy patriot worth proclaim. 
And with B-rd-tt's extol thy scoundrel name ; 
Tho' to thy levee, flattering fools resort, 
Tho* thine the honors of a cheated court. 
Yet shall Jier voice thy swelling pride controul. 
And whisper Villain to thy secret soul. 

But hark, what horrid oaths, what fearful yell. 
Burst from yon dome, as from the gates of Hell ! ■ 
There Gaming reigns, an iron monster, fed 
With Widows* tears, with iamish*d Orphans* bread, 
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Lo, to his fane, what myriads repair. 
And mock their cheated creditors' despair! 
In vain their dues the hungry train intreat. 
Perhaps they damn them, or perhaps they beat; 
And fiercely cry, " Hence, hence, ye clam'rous crew. 
First be the debts discharg'd, to Honor due." 

O Honor, cherish'd once by Britons, fly. 

On angry pinions, to thy native sky. 

Since scoundrels thus thy sacred fame assail. 

And shelter villany beneath thy veil. 

Is this the boasted nurs'ry of our youth.' 
Are these the seats of science and of truth .' 
Shades of our Fathers, sacred be your rest, 
May no rude hand your sleeping dust molest: 
Around your urns may spring eternal bloom, 
And ivy wreath its venerable gloom: 
There may the storm in awful murmurs cease. 
There may the mourner find unwonted peace; 
While o'er your tombs unearthly visions bend. 
And solemn strains, in cv'ning clouds, descend :< 
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To virtue sacred, and the muses* train. 



Ye rais d the cloistered walk, the hallowed fane ; 
Tho* a degenerate race your will reverse, 
And change the best of blessings, to a curse; 
Strive to destroy that Virtue which they fear. 
And drag her vot'ries in their vile career. 

Th* ingenuous youth, his parents* hope, behold, 
Amid the Sons of reverend Cam enrolled. 
Scarce he arrives, when fiends, in close array. 



Surround, and mark the stranger as their prey». 

First feigD*d Politeness her caresses plies. 

And FIatt*ry soothes him, with a thousand lies: 

Next dangerous Sophistry invades his ears. 

Strives to refute,, and ridicules his fears : 

The drunkard next, the lewd, and the profane,. 

AH rush to drag the victim in their train l 

•♦ Taste but our joys," they cry^ " but once be blest, 

" We ask no more, let reason da the rest** 

Yet is he firm, behold Derision, rise^ 

Chief aid of vice, and hiss him to the skies.. 
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Detested, shunn'd, his breast the Furies tear, 
Yet still be doubts, for virtue lingers there; ' 

But hark! th' applauding shout, the palm is won,-: 
He welcomes ruin, sues to be undone. 
Ah wretch! too soon thy efforts shall succeed. 
Swift At> descent, whose wishes lend him speed ; 
Yet pause a moment, while thou yet art free. 
And think on those, whose thoughts are fix'd on thcer 
Dim not those eyes, in agonizing tears. 
Thy Father's eyes, that watch'd thy infant years; 
Wound not the heart, that beats to thee so true^ 
Steep not in woe, the days that must be few; 
O think on all his griefs, on all his cares, 
Think on his sinking frame, his hoary liairs; 
Pause, pause a moment, ere too late to save. 
Nor send thy Father sorrowing to the grave*. 
Convulsive anguish throbbing in her breast. 
Thy Mother too — let Nature speak the rest. 
[ Should they awhile intrude, from thoughts like these, 

L His bosom soon the boon companion frees; 
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He dares in halls, to virtue sacred, stand. 

And conscious take him by the hand. 

— O lost to virtue! base, degen'rate times! 
How long shall vengeance slumber o'er our crimes! 
The needy robber, generous and brave. 
Descends from Tyburn, to a shameful grave ; 
While fiends like this, through fear a shelter find, 
And live to bumble, and to curse mankind. 
Yet not too much on cowardice rely. 
The law's defects thy conscience shall supply ; 
Tho' factious crowds tby patriot worth proclaim. 
And with B-rd-tt's extol tht/ scoundrel name ; 
Tho' to thy levee, flattering fools resort, 
Tho' thine the honors of a cheated court. 
Yet shall her voice thy swelling pride controul. 
And whisper Villain to thy secret soul. 

But hark, what horrid oaths, what fearful yell. 
Burst from yon dome, as from the gates of Hell ! 
There Gaming reigns, an iron monster, fed 
With Widows' tears, with famish'd Orphans' bread. 
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All gaze, all scoff, at scarecrows rais'd on high. 
Which on a dunghil had escap'd the eye. ' 

Are such thy offspring. Cam! shall such protane ; 
Thy ancient seats, thy ancient records stain I 
Ye cloister'd piles, ye tow'rs by time imbrown'd, i . 
So long for virtue, and for lore renown'd. 
Rush, rush in ruins, thro' the midnight gloom. 
And of your fallen glories form the tomb. 
And thou, unwilling nurse of vice and shame. 
In night, deep nigbt, lost Granta, shroud thy name ! 
No sage, no hero, haunts thy copses now. 
Thy laurels wither'd, and thy virtues low. 
Yet oft for thee, when nigbt and silence reign. 
In weeping song the Muses shall complain; . / 
Yet oft for thee, where waves the haunted wood, 
Where frowns the ruin, or where foams the flood, 
Shall Mem'ry sigh, o'er fallen Honor's urn, 
And point to glbries never to return. 

Unfold, ye gates of adamant! disclose 
The starry mansions of oiir sire«' reposei' siil uiilr 

F 





22 



Lo, yon bright band, so long their country's pride 
Who fought as heroes, or as mart) rs dy'd ! 
But who is he, that tow'rs o'er all sublime. 
Whose name is graven on the brows of Time?. 
Lo, there the man, who burst Oppression's chain,. 
And rescu'd Britain from the bloody Dane. 
Long had her tyrants rul'd with sarage pride. 
Her laws subverted, and her God defjdt 
I'hnir flocks in vain the harniJcss shepherds tend. 
From tempests shelter, and from wolves defend,-. 
A foe is near, more dreadful far than they. 
The flocks »iid shcjilvcrds arc alike his prey. 
The Sons of Labor cleave, in vain, the soil, 
A stranger reaps the produce of their toil; 
And for their children, should the plunder'd sigh, 
" Yield slaves, in silence ; murmur, and ye die." 
Force reigns supreme; by her the son is tornj 
Far from his sire, to labor and to mourn; 
Stung with infernal lust, her bands invade 
Alike the matron, and the tender maid ; 



Hnsh'd is the minstrel's song, no more the grove 
Beholds the sports of innocence and love: 
Nought Echo answers but laments; no tlood. 
But views his waters, red with British blood. 
Long had the land her cruel thraldom mourn'd. 
And for revenge and freedom vainly burn'd; 
Till to her aid, her King, her Father rose,. 
And hurl'd the bolts of vengeance on her foes. 
Yet long he toil'd, and various dangers try'd, 
Ere he forever quell'd the raven's pride: 
Now nurst by ease, and glitt'ring on a throne. 
Now in a. herdsman's hut, a guest unknown; 
Now by the crimson wings of conquest fann'd. 
And now an outlaw in his native land : 
Yet calm, majestic, 'mid the maze of fate. 
He still was virtuous, and he still was great;. 
Fear, pain, and pleasure, felt his strong, control^ 
And own'd the hero sov'reign of bis soul. 
On the great day that all his labors crown'd. 
And on bis brows immortal glory bound. 
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Strong from defeats, behold the chieftain stand. 
The sword of vengeance gleaming in his hand. 
Say, whence yon clouds! what barbVous hordes appear ! 
The clash of shields, the song of war I hear: 



By Valhalla's towering state. 
By the heav*nty minstrers strain. 

By the maids divine, that wait 
On the chie^ in battle slain. 

On, warriors, on ! 
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When th* exulting trumpets sound. 
When the war-horse paws the ground, 
When the lance is hurlM on high, 
Falchions clash, and heroes 



Wherefore shrinks the foe dismay'd ? 
Who descends, his people*s aid? 



Night and horror rolling rdimd, 
liO the icar, of thandVing sonnd. 
Which the iRrenzyM coursers bear, 
Terror, Httv^ec, l)eai!&^f3esptar^ 
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High aboTe, array *d m might, . 
Blazing in ethereal light. 
As the raeteor*« fiery form. 
Striding o*er the midnight storm, 
Odin guides their eagle flight. 
To the groaning fields of fig^t! 
Ghosts of warriors shriek around. 
Hell and all her caves rebound ; 
Mountains quake, and Ocean roars, 
R^aent from bis trembling shores. 

By the warrior's gloomy shade. 
Groaning in the midnight biast; 

By our Fathers* awfal aid, 
. By the deeds of g^ory past, 

On, ¥uirriors, on? 



With brisasts of steel, wrtk more than morfaF ittight. 

The Britons rush, a tempest to Ike fight. 

Loud Horror yells, Destnietion eiiriekff ftoM fer, ' 

And Fury elamon to the wolves of Wai*; ' 

G 



But say, O say, what son of death, what form 
Array'd in thunder, rushes thro' the storm? 
Whose crimson plumage, floating on the air. 
The ensign streams of horror and despair?. 
Dismay and flight attend the hero's course. 
The whirlwind's swiftness, and the torrent's force! 
Fierce in his eyes, the fires of freedom, glow ; 
Death shrieks before him, " Woe, ye tyrants, woe!!' 
Tremble, O Britain, for the warrior's glave 
Must gain thy rights, an empire, or a grave. 
Quakes the firm earth, fierce clamors rend the sky, 
The Pagans yield, by Vengeance chas'd, they fly: 
Hark from the clouds of fight, the monarch cries, 
" Rise, from oppression free, my country rise." 

His people sav'd, the hero rests not here ; 
Prompt at his call, what fairy scenes appear! 
Where late the rufiGian own'd no law but arms, 
Tx), Justice reigning in unwonted charms. 
Where late the wolf devour'd his prey obscene^ 
The smiling hamlet rises from the green; lul i :.!,'. 
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For rage and war, rise Pleasure's laug;biDg^ throng, 

And Rapture's carols, for the funeral song. 

Peace smiles secure. Abundance waves her wand. 

And crowns the labors of a happy land. 

Wak'd by the monarch's smile, now arts arise. 

And Commerce sails beneath remotest skies:. 

From Rome's high ruins, from the monkish cell,. 

Where barb'rous tyrants long had bade her dwell," 

Rous'd by his fame, now Science prunes her wing. 

And seeks a refuge with the British King. 

Nor fondly deem that one short age confin'di 

The patriot monarch's energies of mind ; . 

E'en yet his care paternal we confess. 

Our Princes honor, and our peasants bless. 

Illustrious Chief ! while memory remains. 

And Freedom lingers on thy native plains. 

Thy fame, thy virtues, shall in glory shine,. 

Our rights their monument, our hearts their shrine. 

AndOh! ere Britons, ceasing to be free. 

Lose in a tyrant's chain, themselves and thee; 
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May red-arm'd Vengeance, from thy tomb, dismay. 
And sweep the caitiffs from the fece of day. 

But thou, whose breast the hero's fame inspires 
With freedom's vigor and with valor's fires. 
From Cam, or Isis, ask an Alfred now; 
Say, wilt thou chuse the fiddler, or the beau? 
Groom, coachman, punster, -scourer of the street. 
The sneaking flatt'rer, or the gambliug cheat? 
Or wilt thou seek him, where 'inid Iroops of wh-res. 
The varment swaggers, and the drunkard roars? 

Arise. O Scorn, with all thy vigor hiss! 
JIad our brave grandsires been a train like this, 
Britons ere now. like Rome's degraded race. 
Had been but living trophies of disgrace; 
In other lande, their native tongue had taught, 
-Or battles painted, which their fathers fought; 
Had skipp'd as harlequins, from youth to age, 
Or suog, vile eunuchs, on a viler stage. 

But some will cry, " And are there none, alas! 
Who dare be virtuous in an age of brass? . , ^. 
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Tfes, inark yon train, to solitude condemn'd, 
Revird as puritans, as fools contemnM ; 
There weep to view the wisest and the best. 
The drunkard's mock'ry, and the fopling's jest. 

O Virtue, Virtue, seek some savage den. 

Some rock, secluded from the steps of men ; 
There, safe from insult, rear thy lowly ceH, 
And with thy sister Peace forever dwell. 

And you, brave youth, who dare her cause defend, 
Par from these guilty tow*rs thy footsteps bend; 
Thee the green haunts of solitude await, 
Be happy there, be virtuous, be great. 
Shine bright thou sun, forget ye streams to flow. 
Ye storms repose, and soft, ye breezes, blow; 
Adorn the bowV, prepare ihe tender reed. 
And wake the flowers that slumber in the mead; 
Lo, Beauty comes, to cheer thy lonely hours, 
A rose transplanted from celestial bowVs ! 
When soft to thine she turns her vermeil cheek. 

And looks those feelings which no tongue can speak; 
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Clasp'd in her chaste embrace^ the \7orld forget. 
Whose gifts are toys, whose pleasures are regjet^ 
While these thro' life ignobly sneak away, 
The mob's derision, and the scoundrel's prey; 
Or rise by bribes and int'rest in the State, 
Slaves in their pride, and infamously great; 
Grudge not their joys, their titles, their renown. 
Since honor, sense, and virtue, are thine own: 
These are beyond the grasp of fortune, tJ^se 
No Prince can give, can purchase, or can seize. 
Her poison'd cruise altho' Misfortune shed. 
E'en to the dregs of fury, on thy head ; ^ 

As o'er the storm the sun-crown'd seraph flies^ 
Nor heeds the mad contention of the skies; 
So firm in theset thy soul shall, smiling, brave 
The storms of fate, 'the terrors of the grave; 
Unmov'd shall view the bolt of vengeance hurl'd. 
Nor dread the ruins of a crashing world. 
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